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To make oneself beloved, says an old French proverb,
this is, after all, the best way to be useful. That is one
of the deep sayings which children think flat, and
which young men, and even young women, despise;
and which a middle-aged man hears with a certain
troubled surprise, and wonders if there is not some-
thing in it after all; and which old people discover
to be true, and think with a sad regret of oppor-
tunities missed, and of years devoted, how unpro-
fitably, to other kinds of usefulness ! The truth is
that most of us who have any ambitions at all, do
not start in life with a hope of being useful, but
rather with an intention of being ornamental. We
think, like Joseph in his childish dreams, that the
sun and moon and the eleven stars, to say nothing
of the sheaves, are going to make obeisance to us.
We want to be impressive, rich, beautiful, influ-
ential, admired, envied ; and then, as we move
forward, the visions fade. We have to be content
if, in a quiet corner, a single sheaf gives us a nod
of recognition; and as for the eleven stars, they
seem unaware of our very existence! And then